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(In this room was a still-life of Monet.) The doors, however,
were all beautifully painted in panels. Aged and young
domestics moved about. There was a peculiar close smell—no,
not peculiar, because it permeates thousands of Paris homes.
From the front windows was seen a fine view of St. Lazare
Station, with whiffs of steam transpiring from the vast edifice.
The visitors while I was there included two Englishmen; one
very well-dressed, though his socks were behind the times and
he had rouged his nostrils ; some Americans, and four doll-like
Japanese. Certainly the chief languages spoken were American
and Japanese. The ' great' Renoir (the man and woman in
the H box of a theatre) hung in the study. It was rather thrniing
to see this illustrious work for the first time, as it were, in the
flesh. There were Monets of all periods and the latest period
was not the best. A magnificent Cezanne landscape and a few
other Cezannes; Manet, De'gas, Sisley, Boudin—all notable.
Yes, a collection very limited in scope, but fully worthy of its
reputation. Only it wants hanging. It simply hasn't a chance
where it is. The place is far too small, and the contrast between
the pictures and the furniture altogether too disconcerting.
Still, the pictures exist, and they are proof that a man can
possess marvellous taste in a fine art, while remaining quite
insensitive in an applied art.
Afterwards I looked in on a painter in Montmartre, and learned
to my astonishment that it was precisely he who had painted
Durand Ruel's doors. 70 doors had been ordered.
The painter told me how Durand Ruel had bought Renoirs
for 20 years without selling. The ' great' Renoir had been sold
at Angers for 400 francs, after a commissioning amateur had
refused to give Renoir 1,500 francs for it. The amateur had
said: " Yes, it's very good of course, but it isn't what I expected
from you." (They always talk like that—these commissioning
amateurs,) Then Durand Ruel bought it. And now he has
refused 125,000 francs for it. In my friend's studio I was told
how dealers who specialise in modern pictures really make their
money. A ' lord' wants to dispose of say a Rubens, on the
quiet. It comes mysteriously to the dealer, who puts it in a
private room, and shows it only to a very few favoured young
painters, who pronounce upon it. Soon afterwards it disappears
for an unknown destination. The dealer is vastly enriched, and
he goes on specialising in modern pictures.
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